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Of all,that info lent Greece, or haugbtie Rome 
font forth , or fince didfrom their afhes come. 

Triumph, my Britain e y thm haft cm p flume. 

To whom *U Scenes ^Europe homage owe. 

He was not of tn age, hut for all time ! 

And dll the Mufes ft til were in theirprime* 
when like Apollo he came forth to warms 
Our cares, or like a Mercury*? charme I 
Stature her felfe was proud of his deflgnes, 
Andioydtoweare the dr efsing of his lines 3 
which werefe richly fpttn , andwoaenfo fit. 

As fince, (he will r ,vouchfafe no other Wit . 

The merry Greeke, tart Ariftophanes, 

Meat Terence, witty Plautus, now mtpleafe * 

Put antiquated, and defer ted lye 
As they were not of Maturesfamily „ 
yet muft l notgiue Mature all : Thy Art , 

My gentle S hakefpearc, mufi enioy apart. 

Tor though the Poets matter. Nature he. 

His Art dothgiue thefajhien. And, that he, 
who cafls to write a lining line, muftjweat, 

(fmh ao thine are ) and jlrike the fecondheat 
Vpon the Mufes anmle s iurne the fame, 

{And himfelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame-. 

Or fir the tawrell, he may game afcorne. 

Tor a good Poet's made , as well as borne. 

Andfitch voert thou. Looks how the father$ face 
Liues in his iffue, euenfo, the race 
Of Shakelpeares minds, and manners brightly fhines 
In his welltorned, and true filed lines; 

In each of which, he[semes to (hake a Lame, 

As hrandijh’t at the eyes of Ignorance. 

Sweet Swan of, Alton* what a fight it were 
To fee thee in our waters yet appears ■, 

And make thofefights 'upon the bankes of Thames, 
Thatfe did take Eliza, and our lames ! 

Put flay, I fee thee inthe Hemifphere 

Aduancd , and made a Conflcllation there l 
Shine forthfihw Starre of Poets, and with rage. 

Or influence, chide,or cheere the drooping Stage ; 
Whichfince thy flightfeo hence,hath mourn d like night, . 
And defpaires day, hut for thy Volumes light ,» 


Ben: IoNSON. 



VpontheLinesandLifeof the Famous 

Scenic Ice Poet, Mailer W illiam 
SHAKESPEARE. 


Hole hands, which you foclapr,gonow, and wring 
You Britaines brauej for done are Shakefpeares dayes: 
His dayes are done, that made the dainty Playes, 
Which made the Globe ofheaun and earth coring. 
Dry’de isihatveine,dry’d is the Theft tin Spring, 

:tares, and Phoebus clouds his rayes: 

That corp’s, that coffin now beftickc thofe bayes. 

Which crown'd him Poet firft, then Poets King. 

If Tragedies mig hr any Prologue hauc. 

All thofe he made, would fcarfe make one to this: 

Where Fame, now that he gone is to the graue 
(Deaths pu’ dique tyring-houfe^ the Numm is. 

For though his line of life went foone about, 

The life yet of his lines (ball neuer our. 


HVGH MOLL AND. 



Turn'd all to 






















































